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answer her except by telling the truth, and she didn't believe that, so there was
no use in our staying. I said I hoped she would watch carefully to see what
children went to the day school when it was finished, and if not all the ones
I had tested went, then she would know that I had been telling her the truth.
Mucho (who had returned) and Mrs. Harry laughed a little at this.
We departed, somewhat shattered by this first absolute refusal to cooperate,
and headed for our good friend Carlos and his family, stopping for lunch on
the way. Carlos, his daughters Bianca and Rosa, and a couple of his grandsons
were working on beans, thrashing and winnowing them and sacking them in
hundred-pound bags. They came over soon after we drove up and we gave
them some pictures we had taken on a previous visit. Carlos told us he had
more than 20 of the bags of beans. He had been expecting us to come with the
doctor from Zuni for a monthly clinic in a few days and had thought he would
miss us as he had to cart his beans to the store. One of Carlos' sons-in-law was
sitting near by playing with his little girl. He disappeared as Mrs. Carlos, his
mother-in-law, rode up with the flock of sheep.
Seventeen-year-old Bianca said jokingly that she guessed she would kill one
of the sheep so we could take her to Ojo Caliente, the Zuni farming village, to
trade the meat for melons. To this Carlos and his wife added their pleas, and
Carlos said he thought I might do this for them since they permitted the
government doctor to hold his clinic in their house. I demurred at first, but
then gave in and agreed to take them after testing a little boy who lived only
a mile or two away. It seemed like an excellent opportunity to see this family,
three of whose children we had tested, in a way I never had before.
By this time it was late afternoon. The testing was to take place next morn-
ing and our trip in the afternoon. The rest of the day was spent in joyful
preparation for the trading expedition. Before we slept three ancient sheep had
been butchered. They said the Zunis didn't care how tough the meat was.
A kid was killed and part of it cooked for our supper.
October 9. Everyone was up early today to get ready. Bertha and I drove to
the family we were to test as soon as breakfast was finished. It turned out to
be the most poorly kept home we had visited, with the buildings out of repair,
the inside untidy, the bedding still lying on the floor, and even left-over food
scattered around. Most of the .members of the family were ill-dressed. Our
subject, a boy of ten named David, was quite elegant by contrast, with new
denim pants, a new bright yellow rayon shirt, and a new neckerchief. He is a
half-orphan who lives with his paternal grandmother. His father had been
working in a defense plant and had recently paid a visit home, bringing new
clothes for his son. In addition to the boy and the grandmother there was his
aunt and her husband, two children by a former husband, and a year-old baby
by the present one. The baby was far from clean when we first saw it, and
two days later it was still dirty in the same places.
They had had word we were coming to work with David, and the grand-
mother had insisted that he be excused from work until we arrived. The rest
of the family were busy hauling ears of corn from their field with an ancient